OSCAR WILDE AND HIS  CONFESSIONS

what they can do." I grew hot with indigna-
tion.

"Don't say anything, please, of what I have
said to you. Promise me, you won't say any-
thing. Promise me. I never complained, I
didn't." His excitement was a revelation.

"All right," I replied, to soothe him.

"No, but promise me, seriously," he re-
peated. "You must promise me. Think, you
have my confidence, it is private what I have
said." He was evidently frightened out of self-
control.

"All right," I said, "I will not tell; but I'll
get the facts from the others and not from
you."

"Oh, Frank," he said, "you don't know what
they do. There is a punishment here more
terrible than the rack." And he whispered to
me with white sidelong eyes: "They can drive
you mad in a week, Frank."l

"Mad!" I exclaimed, thinking I must have
misunderstood him; though he was white and
trembling.

1 He was referring, I suppose, to the solitary confinement in a dark cell,
which English ingenuity has invented and according to all accounts is as
terrible as any of the tortures of the past. For those tortures were all
physical, whereas the modern Englishman addresses himself to the brain
and nerves, and finds the fear of madness more terrifying than the fear
of pain. What a pity it is that Mr. Justice Wills did not know twenty-
four hours of it, just twenty-four hours to teach him what "adequate
punishment" for sensual self-indulgence means, and adequate punish-
ment, too, for inhuman cruelty.